

'I, ' jTfJJ . 

More t’ncn a Spinier, vnleflc the bookifhTbeonque, 
Wherejn the toged Confuls can propofe 
As mafterly as he-: meere prattle without pra&ife,- 
Is all his fouldier-ftnppe : t>ut he hr had the cic&ion. 

And 1 ,of whom his eyes had feene the proofc. 

At Rhodes , at Ctpres, and on other grounds, 

Chriftian and Heathen, mull be led,and calm’d, 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-caftcr : 

He in srood time,miift his Lciutcnantbe, 

And I, God blefle thcmarke,his Worflnps Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rat her would Iiaue bin his hangman,. 
la. But there’s no remedy, \ 

Tis the curfc of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affe&ion , 

Not by the oldt gradation, where each lecond 
Stood heire to the firft : 

Now fir be iudge your frlfe, 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affigwM . . 

to lone the Moore. 

Rod. I would not follow him then*. 
la. O fir,content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot be all matters ,nor allt, mailers 
Cannot be truely followed, you fliall marker 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue. 

That doting onhis owne ohfequious bondage, 

Weares out his time much like his matters Affe, 
Fornoughe but proucnder,and when hec’s old cafhierd,, 
W hip mcc fuch honeft knaues-: 

Others there are, who trimd in formes. 

And viffages of duty,keepe yet their hearts. 

Attending on themfelues, and throwing v.t 

But (hewes of feruicco-n their Lords, ’ 

Doe well thriue by ’em, 

And when they baue lin’d thejr coates. 

Doc themfelues homage, 

Thofe fcllowcs baue fomeloulc. 


.-I •- 




be^Moore o/V enice. 

And fucKa one doe I profefle my felfc, for fir. 

It is as fitre as you are Rader igo, 

Were I the Moorc,I would not be Ugo ; 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but Teeming fo. 

For my peculiar end. 

For when my outward aflion does demonftrate 
The natiue a&, and figure of my heart. 

In complement externe.tis not long after. 

But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Doues to pccke at, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune doe* the thicklips owe. 
If he can carry’et thus ? 
la. Callvp her father, 

Rowfc him,make after him, poyfon his delight, 
Proclaime him in the ftrecte,incenfe her Kinfinen, 
And thq,he in a fet tile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flyes: tho that his ioy beioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexa tion our. 

As it may loole fome colour— 

Rad Here is her fathers houfe, lie call aloud. 
la. Doc with like timerous accent,and dire yell 
As when by night and ncgligence,the fire 
Is fpied in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho, Rrabantio. Seignior j Vrdmitjm. 
I*. Awakc,what ho } Brabaietia, 
Thceues,ihceues,theeucs -• 

Looke to your houfe, you Daughter, and your ba«s, 
Theeuesjthccues, 


Brabantio at a window, 

.J r *' . What ij tb « r«fon of this terrible fumm 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Seignior,!* all your family within? 

1 *. ArcalldoQre]orki’c> 
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